NIGHT

them sit drinking the champagne of a sale boche.   They
would know what to tell him.

With the fall of the curtain and the departure of the
orchestra the garden took on a sadness. The isolated
groups which were all that remained of the audience
seemed like a life left stranded by the tide. They seemed
to be sitting here drinking and chattering not because they
enjoyed it, but because they were too tired to go away.
The brilliant moonlight gave a cadaverous look to the
painted faces of the girls, darkening the carmine and
lending the powder a horrible thickness like paste. Even
so on the drop-curtain of the dim theatre the nyrnphs that
blushed with a semblance of vitality in the warmth of
the footlights were turned by this contemptuous moon
to crudely smeared caricatures. The watchful agents
need not have bothered to edge their chairs a little closer
to the German officer. After he had drunk a whole
bottle of champagne he was talking at the top of his voice
in such execrable French, that half the agents noted for
information at their bureaus to-morrow that he was
talking in German. As for Queenie, she whispered no
more than breathless affirmatives and negatives, looking
round her continually to implore relief from these bottles
of champagne standing thick as skittles. The German
officer rasped out a long explanation of just what it was
in Queenie that appealed to his manhood, at the end of
which he leaned heavily towards her and tried to pull
her down on his knee. She struggled away from him.
Two or three bottles were knocked over and lay spuming
out their effervescence on the bare ground. He shouted
to the waiter :

n^ encore du champagne.   Encore!   Encore! "
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